
Met. Ifloue be blind , loue cannot bit the marks. 

Now willhefitvnderaMedlertree, * i; l 1 

And wifh his miftrefie were that kind of fruit. 

As tnaides callMcdless when they laugh alone, t 

0 Romeo that fh.ee were , O that fhee were 
Anopen & catera, and thou a Poperin Peare. 

"Rfmeo good-night He to my Truccle-bed, 

This Field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe. 

Come fhall we goe? ,« 

Ben. Goethen, fortisin vainetofeekehim here 
That meanes not to be found. Exeunt, 

Bo. He ieafts at fearres that neuer felt a wound. 

But foftjwhat light through yonder window breaker ? 

It is theEaft,and Iuhet is the Sunnc. 

Anfe fairc Sunne and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already ficke and pale with griefe. 

That thou her maide at farre mote faire then fhee : 

Be not her maide fince fhee is enuious, 

Her veftall liuerie is but ficke and greene, 

And none butfooles doe weare it, caft it off : 

It is tny Lady, O it is my lone, O that fhee knew fhee were, 
Shec lpcakes yet fhee fayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difeourfes, I will anfwere it: 

1 am to bold tis not to me fhee fpeakes: 

T w© of the faireft ftarres in all the heaucri, 

Hauing fome bufiries, doe entreat her eyes, 

Totwinckle in their tphercs till they returne. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 

The brigbtneffe of her cheeke would fhame thofe ftarres. 

As day. light doth a lampe, her eye in heauen, 

Would through the ayrie region fireame fo bright. 

That bird' would fing , and thinkeit were not night: • t 
See how fhee le&ncs her cheeke vpon her hand. 

O that 1 were a glouevpon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheeke. v , ^ | 

lull.. Ay me 

r R$m. Shec fpeakes. • nil 
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Oh fpealce agatne bright Angell, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being oremy head. 

As is a winged Mcffenger of Heauen - 
Vnro the white vp- turned, wondring eyp, 

Of Mortals that fail backe to gaze on him, 
Wbenhebcftrides the lazie puffing Gloudes, 

And faylcs vport 3re bofome of the Ayre. 

lu.lt. O Romeo, Romeo , wherefore art thou Romeo} 
Denie thy father and refufethy name : 

Or if thou wilt not, be but fworne my Loue, 

And ilc no longer be a Cafulet. 

Rom. Shall I heare more, or fhall I fpeake at this? 
lull. Tis but thy name that is my Enemie: 

Thou art thy fclfe, though not a Mountagut , 

What’s Momtague > iris nor hand nor footc, 
Norarme nor face, O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What’s in a name? that which we call a Rofe, 

By any other word would fmell as fweet. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 

Retayne that deare perfe&ion which Ije owes, ' 
Without that title, Romeo doffe thy name. 

And for thy name which is no part of thee. 

Take all myfelfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Loue, and He be new baptizdej 
Hence-forth 1 rieuer wifi be Romeo. 

Juli.W hat man art thou,th3t thus befereend innighc 
Softumblefton my counfell ? 

Ro. By a name, I know notbow to tell thee who - l am, 
My namedeare'Saint is hatefull to my fclfe, 

Becaule it is an Enemy to thee, ' v../. 

Had I it written, I vtgbuld ccare the Word. .'cli;- 
luh. My eares hgue yet not drnnkc a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering, yet I know thefound. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Ateuntaguel 
i fa*** Neither faire Maide, if either thee diflike, • 
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